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LOVE OR MONEY;

OR,
,A PERILOUS SECRET.
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CHAPTER IX.
LOVERS PARTED.

Walter, little dreaming the blow his
ewn love had received, made Per
write to Julia an apology, and an invi-
tation to visit his nev' house if he was

ven. Julia said she conld not for-
give him, and would not go. Walter
said, “Put on your bonnet, and take a
little drive with me.”

“Oh, with pleasure.” said Julia, slyly.

80 then Walter drove her to the new
house, without a word of remonstrance
on her part,and Fitzroy met her radiant,
ana Walter nliqpo-d away round & cor-
ner and when he came back the quar-

had dissolved. He had brought a
r with all the necessaries life.
ecloth, napkins, knives, forks,

mmn. cold pie, salad, and champagne.
y lunched beside the brook on the
lawn. The lovers drank hi ealth, and
Julia aplmintml him solemnly to the
of “peacemaker,” “for.” said she,
u have shown great talent that way,
and I foresee we shall want one, for we
shall be always quarrelling; sha'n’t
we, Percy?

“N 0! n—never again.”

*Then you musin't be jealous.”

“I'm not. I—despise j—jealousy. I'm
above 1.7

“Oh, indeed,” sald Julia, a:yly.

“Come, don't begin again, you two”
said Walter, “or—no chanpagne.”

“Now what a horrid threat!” said
Julia. “I'll be good, for one.”

In short they had a merry time, and
Walter drove Julla home. Both were
in high spirits.

In the hall Walter found a short note
from Mary Bartley,

“Dran, prar Warren, 1 write with a

eeding heart to tell you that papa hasonly

ust discovered our attachment, and 1 am
frlwwl to say he disapproves of it, and has
orbidden me to encourage your love, that
s dearer to me than all the world, It s
wvery hard. It seems so ernel, But 1 mast
obey. Do not make obodienee too difficult,
dear Walter, And pray, pray do not be as
unhappy as ! am. e savs he has reasons,
but he has not told me what they are, ex-
eept that your fathier has other views for
you; but, Indeed, with both parents against
us what can we do? Forgive me the pain
this will give you, Ask yourself whether it
ves me any less,  Yon were all the world
me, Now everything Isdull and distaste-
ful. What a ehange In one lttle dey! Wae
are very unfortunate, But it cannot be for-
ever. And it you will be constant to me,
you know I shall (o you, Ieowld notchange,
Ab, Walter, 1 litt.e thought, when I sald |
would temporize, how soon | should bs eall-
od on to do it. lean't write any more for
erying. 1 do noithing but cry ever since
papa was so eruel: but 1 must olfey,
“Your luving, sorrowul
f “MARY."”

This letter was a chilling blow to poor
Walter. He took it into his own room
and read it again and again. It brought
the tears into his own eyes, and dis-
eouraged him deeply for atime. But, of
course, he wias not so disposed to suc-
cumb to authority as the weaker vessel
was. e wrote back:

“My ows Love,—Don’t
dou't care for auything so long as you love
me. 1 shall re«ist, of course. As for my
father, 1 am goinz to marry Julla to Percy
Fitzroy, and so end my governor's nonsense,
As for your father, I do not despair of soft-
ening him, Itis nnl{ acheek: 1t ls not a
defeat. Who on earth can part us if we are

to each other. God bless you, dearest!
zdld not think you loved me so mueh, Your
etter gives me comfort forever, and only
disappointments for a time. Don’t fret,
sweet love, It will all be right in the end,

“Your grateful, hopeful love, till death,

“WaLtER.'

Mary opened this letter with a beat-
fng heart. She read it with tears and
smiles and utter amazement. She knew
8o little about the male character that
this way of receiving a knock-down
blow astonished and charmed her. She
thought to herself, no wonder women
looked up to men. They will have their
own way; they resist, of course. How
sensible; we give in, right or wrong.
What a comfort I have gota man to
back me, and nota poor sorrowing,
despairing, obeying thing like myself!

50 she was comforted for the minute,
and settled in her own mind that she
would be good and obedient, and Wal-
ter shoul«f do all the fighting. Dut let-
ters soon cease to satisfy the ,\'eamin‘z

ts of lovers unnaturally separated.
alter and Mary lived so0 near each
other, yet now they never met. Bartley
took care of that. He told Mary she
must not walk out without a maid or
ride without a servant; and he gave
them both special oders. He even
obliged her with his own company,
though that rather bored him.

Un%er this severe restraint Mary’s
health and smts suffered, and she lost
some of her utiful color.

Walter’s spirits were kept up only by
anger. Julia Clifford saw he was in
trouble, and asked him what was the
matter

*Oh, nothing that would interest
you.” said he, rather sullenlf.
“Excuse me,” said she. “I am alwa
interested in the troubles of my frien 3
and you have been a good friend to me.

"Ityin very good of you to think so.
Well, then, yes, I am unbappy. I am
crossed in love,”

*Is it that fair girl you introduced me
to .v{hext out riding?”

es.
*She is lovely.”
“Miss Clifford, she is an angel.”
“Ha! ba! We are all angels till we
"‘2&%““ out. Who is the man?”

man ™
*“That she prefers to my good Walter,
Bhe deaerveg a good 1llghgm:oing. your

B
*"8uch obliged to’you, Miss Clifford:

but she prefers no man to your good
‘Walter, though I am not worthy to tie
ber shoes. Why, we are devoted toeach
other.”

“W needn't fiy out at me. I
my&iﬁ:nd as you will see. Mak

v
nfidante. Explain
How can ;:ubo crossed in lovekm
o other man?

jeve forme, I’

| made him tell me all.

*Be quiet, Walter: as it is nota lover,

nor even a mother, {on shall have the
girl; and a very sweet girl she is. Will
you accept me for your ally? Women
are wiser than men in these things, and
understand one another.”
« “Oh, Miss Clifford,” said Walter “this
is good of you! Of course it will be a
great hlesamg to us both to have yoar
nynwathy and assistance.” _

“Well, then.” said Julia, “begin by
telling me—have you spoken her
father?”

“No.”

“Then that is the very first thing to
be done. Come, order our horses. We
will ride over directly. I will call on
Miss Bartley, and youon Mister. Now
mind, you must ignore all that has pass-
ed, and just ask permission to court his
daughter. Whilst you are closeted with
him, the ymmr lady and I will learn
each other's mind with a celerity vou
poor slow things have no idea of.”

“I see one thing." sald Walter, “that
I ara a ehild in such matters compared
with you. What decision! what promp-
titude!”

“Then imitate it, young man. Order
the horses direetly:* and she stamped
her foot impatiently.

Walter turned to the stables without
another word, and Julia flew up-stairs
to put on her riding-habit.

Bartley was in his study with a map
of the farm before him, and two re-
spectable but rather rough men inclose
conference over it. These were practical
men from the county of Durham, whom
he had ferreted out by means of an
agent, men who knew a great deal about
coal. They had already surveyed the
farm, and confirmed Hope's opindon
that coal lay below the surface of cer-
tain barren fields, and the question now
was as to the exact spot where it would
be advisable to sink the first shaft,

Bartley was heart and soul in this,
and elevated by love of gain far above
such puny considerations as the happi-
ness of Mary Bartley and her lover,
She, poor girl, sat forlorn in her little
drawing-room, and tried to draw a bit,
and tried to read a bit, and tried to rec-
oncile & new German symphony to her
cars as well as to her judgment, which
told her it was too learned notto he
harmonious, though it sounded very «Us-
cordant. But all these efforts ended in
a sigh of despondoney, and in brooding
on innocent delights forbidden, and a
prospect which, to her youth and inex-
perience, seemed a wilderness robbed
of the sun.

Whilst she sat thus pensive and sad
there came a sudden rush and elatter of
hoofs, and Miss Clifford and Walter
Clifford reined up their horses under
the very window,

Muary started up delighted at the bare
sight of Walter, but amazed and puz-
zled. The next moment her quick in-
telligence told her this was some daring
{nammwro or other, and her heart beat

ugh,
Valter opened the door and stood be-
pide it, affecting a cold ceremony,

“Miss Bartley, I have brought Miss
Clifford to call on you at her request.
My own visit is to your father, Where
shall 1 find him?"

l “In his study,” murmured Miss Bart-
ey,

Walter returned, and the two ladies
looked at each other steadily for one
moment, and took stock of one anoth-
er's dress, looks, character, and souls
with supernatural rapidity. Then Mary
smiled, and motioned her visitor to a
seat, and waited.

Miss Clifford made her approaches
obliquely at first.

“I ought to apologize to you for not
returning vour call before this. Atany
rate, here I am at last.”

“You are most welcome, Miss Clif-
ford,” said Mary, warmly.

“Now the ice is broken, I want you
to call me Julia."

“May I

“You may, and you must, if I call yon
Marv. Why, vou know we are cousinus;
at least I suppose so. We are both cous-
ins of Walter Clifford, so we must be
cousins to each other, Mary.”

And she fixed her eyes on her Lhostess
in a very peculiar way.

Mary returned this fixed look with
such keen intellicence that her gray
eyes actually seintillated.

“Mary, I seldom waste munch time be-
fore I come to the point. Walter Clif-
ford is a good fellow; he has behaved
well to me. T had a quarrel with mine,
and Walter plaved the peacemaker, and
brought us together again without
wounding my pride. By-and-by I found
out Walter himself was in grief abont
you. It was my turn, wasn't it? |1
He wasn't very
willing, but I would kunow. I see his
love is making him miserable, and so is

i yours, dear.”

“Oh, yes.”

“So I took it on me to advise him. 1
have made him call on your father.
Fathers sometimes woh-pooh  their
daughters‘ affections; but when the son
of Colonel Clifford comes with aformal
proposal of marriage, Mr. Bartley can-
not pooh-pooh him.” :

Mary clasped her hands, but said
nothing.

Julia flowed on:

“And the next thing is to comfort you.
You seem to want a good cry, dear.

“Yes, I d—do.”

“Then come here and take it.”

No sooner said than done. Mary's
head on Julia’s shoulder, and Julia's
arm round Mary's waist.

“Are you better, dear?”

“Oh, so much.”

“It is a comfort, isn’t it? Well, now,
listen to me. Fathers sometimes delay
a girl's happiness; but they don't often
destroy it; they don’t go and break her
heart as some mothers do. A mother
that is resolved to have her own way
brings another man- forward; fathers
are too simple to see that is the only
. And then a designing mother
cajoles the poor girl and deceives her,
and does a number of things a man
would call villainies. Don't ﬁmu fret

our heart out for so small a thing as a

ather’s Opgosition. You are sure to

tire him out if he loves you, and if he
doesn't love you, or loves money better,
why, then, he is not a worthy rival to
my cousin Walter, for that man really
y Fitae

loves you, and would ou
had ngt a penny. So woulx f’e
pre-
lungers

him to the Anmdthatmy

ers
um:hu,md an eye
on me and an eye anda half on my

- —

' Everything, therefore, points

[Ora. AS SOONn A8 Ne Was announceaq,
Mr. Bartley dismissed his ragged visi-
tors.and received Walter affably though
a little stiffly. '

Walter opened his business at once,
and told n!}?: he had come to ask his
permission to court his daughter. He
said he had admired her from the first
moment.and now his bappiness depend-
ed on her, and he felt sure he could
make her happ{]: not, of course, by his
money. but by his devotion. Then as
to making a proper provision for her—

Ilete Bartley stopped him.

“My young friend,” said he, “there
can be no objection either to your per-
son or to your position. But there are
difficulties, and at present they are seri-
ous ones, Your father hasother views.”

“But, Mr. Bartley,” said Walter,
eagerly, “he must abandon them. The
lady is engaged.” '

“Well, then,” said Bartley, “it will be
time (o come to me when he has aban-
doned those views, and also overcome
his prejudices against me and mine.
But there is another difficulty. My
daughter is not old enough to marry,
and [ object to long engagements.
0 delay,

' and on this | must insist.”

Bartley having taken this moderate
ground, remained Immovable, He
womised to encourage no other suitor;
ut in return he had a right to demand
that Walter wounld not disturb his
daughter's peace of mind until the pros-
wol was clearer, In short, instead of
lem; taken by surprise, the resalt

- ghowed Bartley quite prepared for this

intervi *w, and he bafMed the young man
without offending him. Hewas cautious
not to do that, because he was going to
mine forcoal.and feared remonsirances,
and wanted Walter to take his part, or
at least be neutral knowing his love for
Mary. 8o they parte | good friends;but
when he retailed the result to Julia Clif-
ford she shook her head, and sald the
old fox had outwitted him. Soon after,
knitting her brows in thought for some
time, she sald, “She s very young, much
younger than she looks. | am afraid
vou will have to wait a little, and
wateh”

“But,” sald Walter, in dismay, “am I
not to see her or speak to her all the
time I am waiting?

“I'd see both fathers hanged first, if I
was a4 man,” sald Jualia,

In short, under the courageous advice
of Julia Clifford, Walter begun to throw
himself in Mary's way, and look discons
solate: that set. Mary pining dirveetly,
and Julia found her pale, and grieving
for Walter, and persuaded her to write
him two or three lines of comfort; she
did, and that drew pages from him,
Unfortunately he did not restrain him-
self. but flung his whole heart upon pa-
le‘. and raised a tumualt inthe innocent
wart of her who read his passionate
longings.

She was so worked upon that at last
one day she confided to  Julia that her
old nurse was going to visit her sister,
Mrs. Gilbert, who lived only ten miles
off, and she thought she should ride and
gee her,

“When?" asked Julia, carelessly.

“Oh, any day next week,” said Mary,
carelessly. “Wednesday, if it is fine,
She will not be there till Monday.”

“Does she know?™ asked Julia,

“Oh, yes: and left because she could
not agree with papa about it; and, dear,
she said a strange thing—a very strange
thing: she knew papa’s reasons against
him. and they were her ressons for
him."”

“Fanecy that!" said Julia. “Your fath-
er told you what the reasons were?”

“No; he wouldn't. They both treat
me like a child.”

i"h'nil mean they pretend to,” she add-
ed.

“I see one thing; there is some mys-
terv behind this. I wonder what it is?”

“Ten to one, it is money. 1 am only
twenty, but already 1 have found out
that money governs the world. Let me
see—vour mother wasa Clifford. She
must have had money. D)id she settle
any on you?”

“I am sure 1 don’t know."”

“Ten to one she did, and your father
is your trustee; and when you marry, he
must show his accounts and ecash up.
There, that is where the shoe pinches.”

Mary was distressed.

“Oh, don't say so, dear. I can’t bear
to think that ot papa. You make me
very unhappy.”

“Forgive me, dear.” said Julia. “I am
too bitter and suspicigus. Some day 1
will tell you things in my own life that
have soured me, Money—I hate the
very word,” she said, clinching her
teeth.

She urged her view no more, but in
her own heart she felt sure that she had
read Mr. Bartley aright. Why, he was
a trader, into the bargain.

As for Mary, when she came to think
over this conversation. her own subtile
instinet told her that stronger pressure
than ever would now be brought on her.
Her timidity, her maiden modesty, and
her desire to do right set her on her de-
fence. She determined to have loving
but impartial advice, and so she over-
~ame her shyness, and wrote to Mr.
Hope. Even then she was in no hurry
%0 enter on such a subject by letter, so
she must commence by telling him that
ber father had set a great many people,
most of them strangers, to dig for coal.
That cross old thing, Colonef Clifford,
had been heard to sneer at her dear
father, and say unkind and disrespect-
ful things—that the love of money led
to loss of money, and that papa might
just as well diga well and throw his
money into that. She herself was sorry
he had not waited for Mr. Hope's re-
turn before undertaking so serious a
speculation. Warmed by this prelimi-
nary, she ventured into the delicate sub-
ject, and told him the substance of what
we have told the reader, only in a far
more timid and suggestive way,and im-
plored him to advise her by return of
rmt if possible—or why not come
wme? Papa had said only yesterday,
“I wish Hope was here.” She got an
answer by returnof post. It disappoint-
ed her on the whole. Mr. Hope realized
the whole situation, thou she had
sketched it faintly instead of painting
it boldly. He was all symdpathy, and he
saw af once that he could not himself
im e a better match for her than
Walter Clifford. But then he observed
that Mr. Bartley himself offered no per-
sonal objection, but wished the matter
to be in abeyance until she was older,

and Colonel Clifford’s objection to the
connection should be removed or soft-
ened. That might really be hoped for
should Miss ord marry Mr, Fitzroy;
and really in the mean time he (Hopef
could hardly take on him to moonrlﬁo
ber in im: and disobedience. He

WRIET Skt P

With he should take

and set her haoopiness above

- -

i tiously.

everymlniz.
Ie inwardly resolved to be on
the spot very soon whether Bartle
wanted him or not; but he did not te
Mary this.

Mary was disappointed. “How kind
and wise he is!™ she said to Julia—*too
wise”

Next Wednesday morning Mary Bart-

In short, hé wrowe cau- '

ley rode to Mrs, Gilbert, and was re- .

L eeived by her with courtesv, but with a

warm embrace by Mrs. Easton. After
a while the latter invited ner into the
arlor, saying there is somebody there;
mt no one knows, This, however,
though hardly unexpected, set Mary's
heart beating, and wlwn the parlor door
was openad, Miss Easton stepped back,
?ndl.\(ary was alone with Walter Clif-
T,

Then might those who oppose an hon-
est and tender affection have learned a
lesson. It was no longer affection only.
It was passion. Walter was pale, agi-
tated, eager; he Kissed her hands im-
setuously, and drew her to his bosom.

he sobbed there; he poured inarticu-
late words over her, and still held her,
panting, to his beating heart. Even
when the first gush of love subsided a
little he could not be so reasonable as
he used to be. e was wild against his
own futher, hers, and every obstacle,
and implored her to marry him at once
by special license, and leave the old peo-
ple to untie the knot if they could.

Then Muary was astonished and hurt,
“A clandestine marriage, Mr. Clifford!”
said she. "1 thonght you had more re-
.H'u"n-l for me than to mention such a
thinge.”

Then he had to beg her pardon, and
say the separation had driven Lim mad.

Then she forgave him,

Then he took advantage of her clem-
ency, and proceeded ealmly toshow her
that it was their only chance,

Then Mary forgot how severely she
had checked him, and merely said that
was the last thing she would consent to,
and bound hime on his honor never to
mention to Julia Clifford that he had
proposed such a thing. Walter promised
that readily enough, but stuck to his
point: and as Mary's pride was wound-
ed, and she was a girl of great spirit
though love-sick, she froze to him, and
soon after sald she was very sorry, but
she must not stay too long, or papa
would be angry, She then begged him
uiol to come out of the Inu'lnt', or the
servant would see him,

“That is a trifle,” said Walter, “I am
going to obey in greater things than
that. ANL! Mary, Mary, sou don't love
me as 1 love you.”

“No, Walter,” said Mary, “I do not
love you as you love me, for I respect
you." Then her lip trembled, and her
eyes filled with tears,

Walter fell on his knees, and kissed
her skirt several times; then ended with
her hand. "Oh, don’t harbor such a
thought as that!™ sald he,

She sobbed, but made no reply.

They parted good friends, buf chilled,

That made them both unbappy to
think of.

It was only two, or at the most three,
days after this that, as Mary was walk-
ing in the garden, a nosegay fell at her
feet. She picked it up, and immediate-
ly found a note half secreted in it. The
next moment it was entirvely secreted
in her bosom. She sauntered indoors,
and seundded up-stairs to her room to
read it.

The writer told her in a few agitated
words that their fathers had met, and
lﬁt‘ must speak to her direetly, Would
she meet him for a moment at the gar-
den gate at nine o'clock that evening.

“No, no, no!” eried Mary, as if he was
there, She was frightened.  Suppose
they should be canght. The shame—
the disgrace. DBat oh, the temptation!
Well, then, how wrong of him to tempt
her! She must not go. There was no
timne to write and refuse: bat she must
not go. She wonld not 2o, And in this
reso'ution she persisted. Nine o'clock
struck, and she never moved., Then she

began to picture Walter’s face of disap-
pointinent and his unhappiness. At
ten minutes past nine she tied a hawd

kerchief round her head and went.
‘T'here he was at the gatle, pae and

agitated. He did not give her time to
scold him.
“Pray forgive me.” he said; “but I

saw no other way. It is all over, Mary,
unless you love me as I love von.”

“Don’t begin by doubling me.”
said. “Tell me, dear.”

“It is soon told. Our fathers have
met at that wretched pit, and the fore-
man has told me what passed between
them. My father t'unlll‘:lilll'tllll:il min-
ing for coal was not husbandry, and it
was very unfair to do it, and to smoke
him out of house and home. (Unfortu-
nately the wind was west, and blew the
smoke of the steam-engine over his
lawn.) Youwr father said he took the
farmm undes that express stipulation.
Colonel Clifford said, * No; thecondition
was smuggiad in.' “Then smuggle it
out,’ said Mr. Bartley.”

“Oh!”

“If it had only ended there, Mary.
But they were both in a passion. and
must empty their hearts. Colonel Clif-
ford said he had every respect for you,
but had other views for hisson. Mr.
Bartley said he was thankful to hear it,
for he looked higher for his daughter.
‘Higher in trade, I suppose,’ said my
father; ‘the Lord Mayor's nephew.’
*Well,’ said Mr. Bartley, ‘I would rather
marry her to money than to mortgages.’
And the end of it was they parted ene-
mies for life.”

“No, no; not for life!”

“For life, Ma It is an old grudge
revived. Indeed, the first quarrel was
only skinned over. Don’t deceive your-
self. We have nothing to do but dis-
obey them or part.” :

“jnd you can say that, Walter? Oh,
have a little patience!”

“So I would,” said Walter, “if there
was any hope. But there isnone. There
is nothing to wait for bat the death of
our parents, and by that time I shall be
an elderly man, and you will have lost
your bloom and wasted your youth—for
what? No: I feel sometimes this will
drive me mad, or make me a villain. I
am beginning to hate my own father,
and everybody else that thwarts my
love. How can they earn my hate 1aore
surely? No, Mary: I see the future as
plainly as I see your dear face, so pale
and shocked. can't helpit. If youn
will marry me, and so malrx’e sure, I will
keep it secret as long asyou like; I shall
have got you, whatever they may sayor

she

do; but if you won't, I'll leave the coun-
}rys&onoo,andgotpeaoe if I can’t get
ove.

“Leave the country?” said ,faint-
“I don't know Pgrhu:‘ps . m
father mls senses for one and

—who “P—‘Pﬂhl-lll ou
to reason when you see I can’t wait
the consent of two egotists—for that

—— e ——

S ———

WNAL they DOTA AT6—INAT NAVe N0 real |

love or pity for you or me.”

“Ah.” said Mary, with a dPEE sigh, “I
see even men have their faults, and [

admired them so. They are impatient,
selfish.”

“Yes, if it is selfish to defend one's
self against brutal selfishness, | am sel-
fish; and that is better than tobe aslave
to egotists, and lie down to be trodden
on as you would do. Come, Mary, for
pity's sake. decide which you love best
—your father; who does not care much
for you, or me, who adore you,and will

: five you a life of gratitude as well as
L

we, if you will only see things as they
are and always will be, and trust your-
self to me as my dear, dear, blessed,
adored wife!”

“I love you best.” said Mary, “and I
hope it is not wicked. But I Jlove him
too, though he does say ‘wait.” And I
respect myself, and I dare not defy my

arent, and I will not marry secretly;

hat is degrading, And, oh, Walter,

think how young I am and inexperienc-
ed, and you that are so much older, and
I hoped would be my guide and make
me better; is it you who tempt me to
clandestine meetings that 1 blush for
and a clandestine marriage for which [
should despise myself?”

Walter turned suddenly calm, for
these words pricked his conscience.

“Youare right,” said he, “lam a
blackguard, and vou are an angel of
purity and goodness. Forgive me, |
will never tempt nor torment you again,
For pity's sake forgive me. You don't
know what men's passions are.  For-
give me!"

“With all my heart, dear,” said Mary,
crying gently,

[e put both arms suddenly round her
neck and Kissed her wet eyes with a
gigh of despair. Then he seemed Lo tear
himself away by a great effort, and she
leaned limp and powerless on the gate,
and heard his footsteps die away Into
the night. They struck chill upon her
foreboding heart, for she felt that they
were parted

[70 be Continued.)
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“TOM POORHOUSE.”

[ Detrolt Frvee Press, |

The old clock downstalrs began to strike
midnight as he started up. The wind wus
making the old farmbouse rock and tremble,
and the powder-like snow was driving in
through every crevice. The wife slept un-
disturbed, but the old farmer was nervous
and wakelul

“Far.nor Johns, are you awake!™

It was a voice which he had never heard
before. It sounded close at bils bedside, and
yot, as he looked about the room, falrly
lighted by the cold winter mocn shining in
through the window, he saw nothing but
familiar ol jocts,

“I am your accuser!” continued the voice
-l nm a witness agaiost you!”

“What have 1 done!” gasped
Johns

“Last fall you took a lad from the poor-
house —had one bound to you according to
law,"

“Sartin--sartin, and it was a poor specula-
tion fur me. The boy bain't airned his
sait.”

“You broke him down in the harvest flald,
and when you knew that be was 1ll you re-
fusad him medicine! The boy hasn't seen a
vell day for three month+”

“Yes, but boys are great shirks Howd |
know whether be was sick or playing off
on mel”

“You are lying to
Farmer Johns! Hdw has
for provisions and clothes!”

“Hin't he got some of my old clothes on
thiz very minit]" protested the farmer.
“They is tull o' holes and patches, in course,
but am I'goin; to taks u boy outer ths poor-
house and dress him ia broad cloth! 8'posen
he does shivera little—shiverin' don't Lurt
anybody! He gits 'nuff to eat, I reckon—
leastwise all be airns. [ ain’t goin' to fead
nob «ly on swaet cake, "

“Think of his sleeping in that cold and
dismal garret such a night as this!" wiais-
pered the accuser.

“All his own fault)” repliel the [a mer,
“] gin him a chamber by himself, but he
kept coughing and groanin' till I couldn’t
slevp. Put it all on to git sympathy, but he
made a mistake Me'n the old woman
worked for what we've got, and others must
do the same.”

“A straw bed—a ragged quilt, and the
night cold enougzh to chill an ox!" accused
tue voloe,

“Ou! pshaw!” You can't make me believe
the boys of to-day are so much more ten-
der’'n the boys of my time. It hain’t bealthy
fur boys to sleep too warm. He'll warm up
at the wood-pile as soon as day light comes.”

“Farmer Johns, no true Christian can talk
as you do. You bave neither mercy nor
charity !

“Pooir! Gotlotsof it! And if I wasa't a
christian man how’d 1 git to be a deacon in
the church? That boy is a heap better off
'n most of 'em.”

“His body is black and blue from the
poundings you have inflicted.”

“Well, he shouldn’t oversleep, then.”

“You Lave a beart of stoune., Farmer
Johns, If that boys dies you will be ao-
cused et the judgment seat of his murder!”

“Nonsense! Nobody feels any more pity
for poor folks than 1do, and if 'Tom Poor-

house’ dies it will be of eating t0o much.”
. * > - * - - *

“This is the oldest patient we have in the
asylum,” said the guide, as we halted at the
lower end of the ward..

It was a grated door. I looked through
and saw an old man cowering in a corner.
After a moment he rose up and approached
the door and whispered:

“And at daylight I called and called him,
buthedidn’t get up. I went up with the
horse whip to teach him better'n 1o overaleep
on me that way, but Tom FPoorhouse was
dead on his straw bed, and the smow bad
blowed in till it almost kivered him up.”

Farmor

your conscience,
that boy fared

Shipping American Milk.
| Nebraska Farmer.]

American milk and cream have been suc-
cessfully shipped from New York to London
by stesmer, arriving in a perfectly fresh
and palatable condition.

Reformed.

Charles Dudley Warner says that S0 per
cent. of the inmates of the Elmira reforma-
tory are sent out reformed and become good
citizens.

Edinburg is the healthiest large city In
Grest Britain.

“Well, he bas been with ber for sev
eral years, and it. rather looks to me ss U
hmwuth;gh_l_ln.

TRADR MARK.

Malt Extract

Established in 187 by JOHANN HOFF. Ro Prus
slan Counsellor, ltnlglt of the Order to tho”(.l‘rn
owner of the Imperial Austrian Gold Cross of Meri
with the Crown, sod owner of the Hohensollern Meda)
| of Merit, Parveyor of almost all Movervigns of
loventor and first manufacturer of the Malt Esxtrac®
and rofl 58 PRIZE MED A LS from Exhibitons
and Sc'entific Bocletion,

ra0E OF BVRKY BoriLE D: ¥rdwivo .y

HHamtlly

RECEIVED 58 AWARDS

—FROM —
EXHIBITIONS AND SOIENTIFIO S8OOIETIES.
—RON A —
BCEVAAYV 88 CRAIEOEY

‘SILLII008 OIJILNIIOS ANV SNOILISIHXY

LA
THE GREAT TONIC

PHILADELPHIA, A
M Ezsxen o
JEAR Bin: Having had occaslon to give the
parations of Malt now in the market an n‘:lmnd um
rolonged trinl. 1 have at last definitely settled on
ohson Hoffs Geouine Imported, M. Elsner, sole
agent, a8 being the best and most reliable and weeting
the indications in the largest majority of csmes, It had
always given me entire uuufutfun.
Respectiully you
ALBERI L. A, TOBOLDT, M. D,

FOR

LomisviLLe ,
EisNxr & MENDRLSON ; KX, April 27, 1884,

DEAR Siks: | am using your * Hefl"s Malt Extract™
In my practice and am plensed wi hask
for circulam, ete, l ) i

Very respectfully,
J. A. LARRABEE, M, b,

DYSPEPSIA

GERMAN HosPITAL, PHILADELPHIA
‘rol an(']uRl\ 1rz“1~..:_.~.-n ER, II:'.nq ; Sole Agent of Johans
0 Mn WXirart for t ! Hacy
!;t'n-vt, Philadelphin. * SR, -
'KAR SR . Please send one dozen of Johan
Mln]l Extract to the above hospital. I'aiu ﬂ-r.f 2":‘:
(;)-;;;.a;:d with it and wmy patients could ot do with-

E. RAABR M.
Resident Physiclan of the German 50-%1’:.1,
*hiladel

TET

To M. Eisvex, Esq., Agent for Johan

Malt Extract, 830 Rasra Blreet, l'tii?ntﬁ?ﬂi;.i:imm
Iu_;.al BiR: Dr. E Wilson recommended Johan»
Hoff"s Malt Extract as the best and only h'ud‘ﬁr owr

purpose, With kind regards, | am yours truly

CHARLES S, Tl'nsiru_, M.'D,

Amistant Professor Jefferson Medical College,
Philadeiphia.

Mr. M, Eisvgr: | have used the Joh
. - . anp B
Malt Extract sent me with very good effect. i

wIlLLIAM FEPPER, M. D,,
Dean af the University of Pennsylvania,

Weak and Debilitated

GARRISON Hosp y ustria,
Johann Hoff"s Malt lﬁttratr!rrh‘:: ?J;:l!:n?a.l':ti] Leed
in the above hospital, and we cheerfully indosse ite
use o the meaieal profession for geners) debility and
convilescence, for which it has proved w hon’nuu

estimable remedy.
(Bigned) Dz LOEFP

Chief Physiclan of H. M. the E
Dr. PORIAS, House Phr.ﬁ:h::mr'l Garr, Hosp.

FOR NURSING MOTHERS

Johann Hof"s Genuine Malt Extract has beefl

chemieally investigated in the lsboratory of Pred.
Kletzinsky, and has been found to contatn onty ariscles

which are of great benefit in cases of im et
tions and hl.!fnuuithn.m affections 5“1&!! “'..chﬂ.
for convalescence and debility.

Pror. Dr. GRANICHSTETT,
University of Vienna, A

Weak Children

I have brought suit
Messrs. TARRANT & C for
another

beottling l-nd sellin
paration upen the reputa-
ornz Genuine Malt Extract
for which I have received 58
Medals from Exhibitions, Me-
dical Socicties, ete., ete.

BEWARE of IMITATIONS!
ﬁg- s BRI IR & W0

JOHANN HOFF,
Berlin, Germasv.

Beware of Imitations!
None uine unless having the Bignsture ou the

Neck of Bottle of
272

of

AH.
Bole Agent for United States and Osnada,

EISNER & MENDELSON
318 & $20 RACE STREET,

| PEILADELPHIA, PA. U.8.A.




